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the administration of the Workhouse. It was a
good name for the place, with no absurd termino-
logical embellishment. In post-war days trustifica-
tion of industry has become rationalisation of industry,
war indemnities have become reparations, relief
committees are public assistance committees, and the
workhouse is cfcthc Institution". Read his own
words1 on the state of the Poplar Workhouse when
he first became a Poplar Guardian:

The place was clean; brass knobs and floors were polished,
but of goodwill, kindliness, there was none. Sick and aged,
mentally deficient, lunatics, babies and children, able-
bodied and tramps all herded together in one huge range
of buildings. Officers, both men and women, looked upon
these people as a nuisance and treated them accordingly.
Food was mainly skilly, bread, margarine, cheese and hard
tough meat and vegetables, and occasionally doses of salted,
dried fish. Clothing was of the usual workhouse type,
plenty of corduroy and blue cloth. No undergarments for
either men or women, no sanitary clothes of any sort or
kind for women of any age. Boots were worn till they fell
off. The paupers were allowed out once a month or could
be visited once a month. Able-bodied men were put to
stone breaking or picking oakum* No effort was made to
find work for men or women. Girls came ia to be delivered
of their babies, went out> and in course of time came back

again*

*          *          *          *           *

Officials, receiving ward, hard forms, whitewashed walls,

keys dangling at the waist of those who spoke to you, huge

books for name, history, etc*, searching, and then being

stripped and bathed in a communal tub, and the final

* My lift, by George Lambury (Constable and Co.)